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MEN CAN'T ST 
BACK... Be AN Hey 2 


Horace 
DID WS 


Hee 
HATED 


WITH A 
FANATICAL 
HATREDS 


Smee aN 


CURSE THEM! 
THEY Ve BEEN HERE =) 


o~ 


/ GET OUT YOU GREEDY 
BEASTS! THE CORPSE 
ISN'T EVEN COLD IN 


HIS GRAVE WHEN YOU 


SMELL HIM curl 4 


FORTUNATELY, A RAT IS ‘ IT SHOULD 
ONLY CONCERNED WITH = if 
FILLING HIS BELLY-- HE i, ot 
ISN'T INTERESTED IN a THOUSAND 


RICHES! AHH! WHAT A ? S . \. DOLLARS! 
PITY TO BURY THIS y. \ 


SIX FEET UNDER THE 
GROUND / 


WHY BURY WEALTH ? / AND WHO |S THE WISER ? “MEANWHILE, TI ENRICH 
+7» ESPECIALLY { THE CEMETERY RATS? ( Pee, FROM THE CASKETS 
WEALTH THAT THE CADAVERS # HA! (2 SELL AND RAID/ AND 
CAN 9O THE FOG WILL NOT SO ON TO THE NEXT 


NOTHING BETRAY ME / GOLD MINE / 
FOR THEM 7 “ ~— 


(By "GOLD MINE "NOBODY, BUT ( THERE ! ANOTHER 
| ar ne meanr poeelene | WA SRST eee TO 
THAT Eire | 
| PIECES OF SOLE YOUFIND INA | HOUSE ! TRUNK AND DEPART 


FOR POINTS WEST 
AND LIVE LIKE, 


} DEAD CUSTOMER'S MOUTH .. | 
= LIKE A KING/ 


/ HMM... THESE TEETH ARE 
( STUBBORN! His DENTIST 
WAS GOOD! ONE MORE 

Dd YANK SHOULD DO IT/ 


One THREE KARATS AT 
RAINY LEAST! THEY SAY OLD ADMIRING MY, 
AFTERNOON, \ MADISON HAS AN. STICKPIN, HORACE ? 
A WEEK INCURABLE DISEASE! TL DON'T BLAME 
LATER, You, T ADMIRE IT 
HORACE NTH M SOQ, MYSELF! THAT'S WHY 
FOUND ea \ I'M GOING TO HAVE IT / 
HUASELE LOOK THE OTHER: . BURIED WITH ME! 
LOOKING WAY! HE SEES ME! % > 
ALMOST 


700 
POINTEDLY 
ATA 
STICKPIN 
INA 
PROSPECTIVE 


CUSTOMER'S 
TEs 


———__ 
A FEW MORE TRIPS TO } 


THE CRYPT AND TLL 
BE ALLSET/ 


IT'S GOING TO WHY < No! BUT SOMEBODY MIGHT 
STAY WITH ME, \ SHOULDN'T \ WAL AWAY WITH IT! I DON'T 
JOO... WHEN THERE'S = \ "IT? THE 

NOTHING LEFTOF ME | PIN WON'T 


BUT DUST... L WANT IE ANOTHER UNDERTAKER TO QUALITY, You 

IT STICKING OUT OF AWAY! A HANDLE MY REMAINS / DELIVER ! CHEAP 
THAT DUST, j ETS FOR 
UNDERSTAND? j Hj) Yi! 
; Wi} 


A 


a 


\ EGBERT MADISON'S LIMBS WERE NOT 


Al MONTH | STRAIGHTENED BY HORACE VENNERY'S | WHAT ALL THE I SUPPOSE 
LATER, A | GREEDY HANDS, BUT OTHER DIFFICUL- | UNDERTAKERS IN YOU'RE RIGHT! 
LACK | T1ES LOOMED... POOR MR. 
WREATH J MADISON... HE 
APPEARED BUT LT HAVE /M_IN Tt WANTED To 

MOURNFULLY No Luck, siR/ & CORPSES THAT BE BURIED 
ON THE JUST CAME BACK MUST BE IMMEDIATELY! 
THRESHOLD FROM A MEETING BURIED! WHAT 
OF THE OF THE CEMETERY 
TOWN'S: DIGGERS UNION.! 
LEADING THEY TURNED: 
CITIZEN... DOWN | 


UR LAST 
OFFER! NO GRAVES 
WILL BE DUG 
FOR A WEEK | 


ee 

\ HORACE VENNERY WAS PRESENT AS THE REMAINS \ / TECHNICALITIES! LUCKILY FOR ME! 
OF EGBERT MADISON WERE PLACED /N THE | NOTHING BUT. HEH! HEH! I WONTT 
RECEIVING TOMB. \ TECHNICALITIES! HAVE TO L1G UP OLD 

lL Wf” 2 MAN CAN'T EVEN MAPISON AFTER 

/ HOW LONG WILL THE IT CAN'T BE i) ( BE BURIED DECENTLY ALL. JUST SNEAK 
GRAVE- DIGGER STRIKE HELPED! We IN THIS COMPLEX IE RECEIVING 
LAST ? THE COFFINS CAN'T IGNORE SOCIETY OF OuRS/ TOMB TONIGHT AND 

HAVE BEEN i THE UNION! PRY OPEN THE 
Bq Pivine ur! y = COFFIN LIDS ~~ 


) THAT NIGHT, AS A FUNNY... MADISON SUSPECTING 
| S7ORM RAGED... C MY LITTLE SIDELINE! BUT /” ELL ALSO HAVE 4 
—____— WHAT CAN HE DO ABOUT IT (| LOOK INSIDE THE OTHER 
HMM... THE NOW 7 HE LIES IN A COFFIN, OV \, COPEING! DM IN NO 


CARETAKER IS. A SLAB. DEFENCELESS! RUSH! IVE GOT ALL 
GETTING READY FOR NiGHT/ 


BED! WHY NOT 2 WHO 
SHOULD DISTURB HIS: 


——— 


WEILL SAVE OLD MADISON ne YOU WON'T NEED 
3 FOR LAST/ LET'S SEE. : RE ANY MORE 


WHAT HAVE WE HERE 2 MRS RUPERTS! 
MRS. RUPERTS AND HER 
STRING OF PEARLS / 


(TAL DG A HOLE 
3 THROUGH THE EARTH 
(AT THE TOP OF THE 
( 72M DOOR! INA 


TO FOOLING AROUND = 
WITH OLD MADISON 


TONIGHT! Z'LL WAIT 


MY NERVES ARENT fq \Aw HOUR AND A HALF LATER! 


THE WIND COUPLE OF HOURS TILL HE'S BURIED! THEN 
SUDDENLY (| LLL RE-INTRODUCE 
SLAMMED MYSELF! HMM-- THIS 
THE CRYPT ( FORMATION OF COFFINS 
POOR SHUT \ MAKES A PERFECT 
Bur LADDER / 
HORACE'S 
EXPERIENCE 
WITH THE 
DEAD CAME 
TO HIS 
RESCUE... 


UL Py / 
WAEEE! BA 


eas 7 co Stl 
if OOOHHAH! 2 - IT'S LATER, AT OR. WALLACE'S ie ¢ THIS TROUBLE STARTED 


LIKE SOMEBODY SAWED [ OFFICE... = WITH MADISON! I'LL 


AT MY LEGS WITH A MGHT EIX HIM, ONCE AND g 
KNIFE!... I'VE GOT TO GooD TWO FOR ALL.) HERE'S 
( TEETH WEEKS 


GET TO A DOCTOR / GRACIOUS Nokes) WGERE THE GRAVE / 4 
ss Wi Sf Gs y ee 
(APPENED ? | AGRI 5 Z M4 
YOU'VE GOT HORACE LEVY ii x 
GETH VENNERY i y 
MARKS MADISON!) INVADED < ig 
ALL_OVER HE SGASPs THE & Y 
YOUR NO! CEMETERY! 4 
A SEETHING 
ANGER 
RAGED 
WITHIN 


HIM... 


THEY GOT THE PULL OF 
HORSES! THEY'RE DI AGCING 
ME AFTER MADISON 
WONDER THEY GOT TO. NE 
CORPSES BEFORE ID0/ 
THEY'VE GOTA I 
TUNNEL SYSTEM - 


| Bur WHEN HORACE OPENED Wins 1( No! THEY'RE WOT MoviNG! 
l THEY'RE BEING PULLED 
WN 1 OUT OF THE COFFIN! IT'S 

\ 


IT's emery! THOSE CURSED RATS! THEY 
HIS LEGS... GOT TO HIM FIRST! BUT 

ue AHey RE THEY CAN'T HAVE HIM / 4 
MOVING / HE'S MINE {MINE f 


PERHAPS HORACE'S MISTAKE WAS IN 
THRESHING ABOUT/ FOR eels THEN 
THE TUNNEL ROOF GAVE 


I CAN'T FIGHT THEM! | Bur, AS HORACE GRABBED 
THEIR BULL IS TOO STRONG/ FOR THE STICKPIN... 

{| TILL JUST GRAB THE 
STICKPIN/ THEY CAN 
HAVE MADISON / 


j 
| 
| 


LET GOS... \ 
HEAVEN'S NAMI 
ETT i ONG’ 


T'S SEALED 
~ Goa HOLE! 


EN; TOMBED! 


| WHAT CAME OUT OF HORACE WAS A SHRIEK 
\ NOBODY FAID ANY ATTENTION TO! LEAST OF 
) ALL THE CEMETERY RATS! BECAUSE TONIGHT 
| THERE WERE TWO COURSES ON THEIR BILL 
| OF FARES ———_____—_ 


Le 


SS E 
\ar "A PROSPEROUS CARNIVAL... | 


= TOOK AT THEM! ENJOYING 
THEMSELVES WHILE TSLAVE FORMY 
BREAD AND BOARD/ BLIT HOW COULD THEY | 


| WITH SLADE, ORACK AND LEECH/ 


KNOW THAT I ONCE OWNED THIS CARNIVAL ¢:. 


.. AND AFTER THEY SWINDLED ME} 
OUT OF MY SHARE I WAS FORCED ‘ 
TO ACCEPT THIS --JOB--TO SEE 
THAT MY LITTLE SALLY HAD 
FOOD TO EAT! 5 


[F rin HELPLESS To Leave, ) 
AND YET I--SLADE/ 
AND COMING THIS 


GAVE ME THIS JOB TO DERIDE ME 
AND I'M POWERLESS TO DO 
ANYTHING ABOUT IT! 


— 


I HAVE SOMETHING 
FOR YOU, FERGUS! 
HERE! THROW IT 
IN THE BASKET! 


THEY KNOW I MUST 
SUPPORT MY SALLY / 
BUT I'LL GET MY 
REVENGE! 


eka S5 


MISTER 
SLADE, FERGUS! 


0! Ha! HA! 


{ SALLY--ISN'T IT TOO CHILLY TO 
BE PLAYING parla 


(t DADDY, CAN I | 
“ay ala 


WHY...I | AND A NEW AND LATER, AFTER SALLY IS ASLEEP! 


WHY I'D EVEN DEAL 
WITH THE DEVIL HIM- 


DON'T } COAT, DADDY? 
Know, < WITH RED POCKETS?\| SHE NEEDS CLOTHES AND I CAN'T AFFORD 
SALLY... | I GET VERY COLD 
MAYBE | AT NIGHT! 

WE... 


FOR WHAT THEY HAVE DONE TO ME! 


|| THEM! REVENGE ON SLADE, DRACK AND LEECH 


SELF IF ONLY---! 


THE ENRAGED TRASH PICKER LOOKS ON IN 
SILENT AWE AS HIS PLEA IS ANSWERED! 


= 


YOU SUMMONED 5 SIGN THIS 
ME, SIMON : CONTRACT! 


IT IS SIGNEO/ 


AND YOUR POWERS 
\ ARE MINE | 


AND LEECH SHALL PAY 
FOR THEIR CHEATING! 


fi NOW SLADE, DRACK 
HA-HA- Ha 17! 


BLINDED BY HIS OBSESSION FOR (Here's NOTHING WRONG HERE! 
REVENGE, SIMON WASTES LITTLE 


TIME IN PUTTING HIS POWER TO 


WHY MUST I--WHA--! 


THE CARS ARE 
MOVING! BUT 
WON'T MOVE, MR.DRACK,) FIX / THE CURRENT 

YET NOTHING'S WRONG / EVERY- | [Uf AINT ON! 


BUT DRACKS HYSTERICAL SUPPLICATIONS GO UNHEEDED 


y // 
AS THE CARS CAREEN WILDLY, PRECARIOUSLY OVER, © TOP IT... MMMM... ALEEEE !! 
TRACKS GREASED BY SATAN HIMSELF! 7, 


— 
ANDO THE ROLLER COASTER---IS TRANS" 
FORMED INTO DRACK'S ROAD TO 


SPLENDID! 
boom ! 


SPLENDID 


\ 


: \ pes | \. REVENGE! 
NO!NOL Deer, 


AS THE CROWD DISPERSES, SIMON FERGUS IS 
STUNNED AS A FAMILIAR- LOOKING MAN CASUAL 
RAISES A HAND TO REVEAL.../ 


THE DEVIL'S 
Ja 


YY YOU SAY THIS AIRPLANE 
RIDE IS YOUR HOTTEST 


FERGUS ATTEMPTS TO DISMISS THE INCIDENT 
FROM HIS MIND! AND SHORTLY THEREAFTER, 
ERIC LEECH IS EXPOSED 10 THE TRASH- 

PICKERS POWERS! 


= 


FOLLOW ME IN, 


TAKE ASPIN AND 
SEE HOW IT 


SAFETY BELTS, CLOSE 
THE COCKPIT AND SEE 
FOR YOURSELF! 


| 


ERIC! 
LooK ouT! 


YOU'LL SEE, JOHN, THAT IT'S-- 
WHAT---! THE PLANE ! IT'S 


MOVING! 


AIEEE! I CAN'T ES 


HOLD ON! I'M we 


AND SIMON FERGUS SMILES THEN IS SHAKEN WITH 


NAKED FEAR AS A STRANGER IN BACK EXTENDS 
HIS DEVIL'S HEAD RING! 


THAT MAN! IT'S 
HIM! HE'S EVERY- 


IS TRANSCENDED BY HIS MOUNT- 


FERGUS'S DESIRE FOR REVENGE HE'LL TAKE ME AWAY FROM | | WRONG ? I --ER--NO, SALLY! 


SALLY! FROM EVERY- EVERYTHING WILL BE OKAY! 
ING ALARM! THING! FOR EVER! I'M 
‘ DOOMED ! 
I CAN'T GET AWAY FROM HIM! iy 
HE'S CLOSING IN! DADDY |S ; 2 -—S 


SOMETHING 
WRONG ? 


F oxay...! WHAT CAN I TELL HER...I'M 
TRAPPED! I CAN FEEL HIM WATCHING ME! 


B | FOR HIMSELF! HEH-HEH! How's / p 
MY PRIZE OCTOPUS TODAY, MAE an 
EH? T...DMWHAA! Ne 

| A Ne 


i 00 00C%5, 
q |G 


BUT AS A CONDEMNED MAN ORDERS HIS ELABORATE LAST 
SUPPER, SIMON FERGUS HAS LITTLE RECOURSE BUT TO HAVE 
THE REVENGE HE BARGAINED FORSO HIGH A PRICE! 


LEAVE IT TO GENDEL SLADE — 
TO TAKE THE BEST EXHIBIT 


x ODCO seu 
GIANT Ocraoryvs. 


THE HIDEOUS DEATH IS WITNESSED BYA 
NUMBER OF HORRIFIED SPECTATORS!.... TWO 
OTHERS APPEAR STRANGELY UNMOVED/ 


HORRIBLE / 


CRAZED WITH FEAR, SIMON 
RACES MADLY FROMTHE 
SCENE OF SLADE'S DEATH! 


HE'S HERE! HE'S 
COME FOR ME ! 


'LL NE ‘~ RETURNING TO HIS TENT, SIMON 
Re pies ieee ) FERGUS RAVES WILDLY! ~ 
SAUISTAND LEAVE ccm: acnetrs, cy aan 
HERE NOW! 
Ha-HA-HA! 7 


/ SLADE, DRACK AND LEECH 
ARE DEAD! THEY'LL MOCK ME / 


No MORE! HATHA! eee 


IVE COME Y O/ IM 
TO COLLECT, ) RENAGING, 


N 


FERGUS SNATCHES THE FATE- 
FUL DOCUMENT FROM THE 
OEMIL'S GLOVED HAND! 


THE CONTRACT |S. 
NOTHING BUT ASHES! 
IM FREE! 


RUSHES TO SHARE THE 
NEWS WITH HIS ONE 
CHERISHED POSSESSION! 


SALLY! SALLY! WHERE 
ARE YOU, DEAR? 


THE WILD-EYED FERGUS Vive | Sauy, 1 WANTED TO-- | 


a Z/ 
ZS wy 

ji 7 Y AND SO SIMON FERGUS, WHO LIKE SO MANY OTHER MERE 

(T CAN'T BE!.,... NOL.. MORTALS BEFORE HIM) FAILED TO REALIZE UNTILIT WAS 

\ TOO LATE... THAT HE WHO DEALS WITH THE DEVIL MUST 


PAY WITH HIS LIFE!!! 


GRRAA! 


\ 
\) 


@ FRONTIERS ARE A BOTHER, in 
true psychic experiences. In fiction, 
if the Otherworld must intrude, you 
can define clearly just where and 
when it happens: this was a dream, 
that a vision, the rest was “real.” All 
neat and tidy, with hard-edged 
outlines, like children's cut-out 
pictures. In reality, it is seldom if ever 
so. The Everyday and the Other 
blend into one another, like cream 
into your coffee. You have to take 
the mixture or not, as-is. So this is the 
story of what happened to me, and to 
my golden-haired mother and my 
grandmother, and my little blac! 
and-tan dog, Joe, in Oklahoma in 
1919. [have not “improved” the story 
at all either by addition or omission, 
This is the it was. 

We lived in a neat little frame 
house well out in the suburbs of 
Drumright, a thriving oil town in N. 
E. Oklahoma. The old, wild days of 
warlike Indians and outlaws were 
past, but it was still—lively. Many 
people carried guns. Stickups, 
hijackings, pistol-whippings, 
18 


shootings were common. At twelve 
years of age, I had been under fire 
three times and in sharp danger many 
other times. But this time, I was only 
nine, and the danger was not mine. 

Tt began, I think, in January, when 
Mother had to make a trip on legal 
business. She went alone—Mother 
was not timid. I remember ever so 
clearly the night she was to return, 
about 8:00 p.m.—and did not. It was 
a bitterly cold night, brightly moonlit 
and still, with the ground white with 
snow and ice. Our house was warm 
and comfortable, but a chill unease 
seemed to bite into my bones. I could 
not play with little Joe; I could not 
read; could not talk to Grandmother. 
Bedtime passed, and Grandmother 
kindly did not insist I go to bed. She 
knew I could not rest. We had long 
ago decided that Mother had been 
delayed and would not come until 


tomorrow, but—the feeling of danger 
persisted. I wandered miserably from 
room to room. . . 

Meanwhile, there had been a train 
wreck. A tank car turned over, tons 
of crude oil flowed over the tracks. 
The train that Mother was on had to 
wait for hours while the track was 
cleared, then proceed at a snail's 
pace until tracks and wheels were 
free of the slippery oil. The long- 
delayed train finally pulled into 
Drumright about four hours late. The 
station was closed and dark; all stores 
had been closed for hours. There 
were no telephones available. The 
town’s one and only cabbie had long 


since gone home. Mother decided to 
walk home, alone. 

Tf you walked along the railroad 
tracks out of town a couple of miles, 
you came to a well-made road that 
led almost to our door. That route 
offered no problems, but it was a long 
one to take, after midnight on a 
freezing night. The other route was 
far shorter—but it led through The 
Hollow. 

The Hollow had a__ sinister 
reputation, We had been warned to 
“watch out” there. There had been 
stickups and killings there, we heard, 
but too long ago for anyone to know 
the details. We crossed it often, 
without incident, in midday. It was a 
deep trough in the ground, looking as 
if it had been cut long before by a 


swilt-flowing stream. Its bottom was 
dry now, but the sides were steep, too 
steep for cars or wagons. It had been 
cleared of all but a very few trees, so 
that from the top you could look 
down and see the whole Hollow; but 
once into it, you could not get out 
quickly. 

The moon was shining when 
Mother started down into the 
Hollow. But Mother, due to a 
girlhood attack of scarlet fever, was 
extremely near-sighted, she was 
halfway down the first slope when 
she saw the three men waiting below. 

Against the white snow, they must 
have looked like tree-shadows until 
she was quite near, standing so still, 
but now she saw them—what to do? 
Turn back? That would betray fear, 
and something told Mother that she 
must not do that. Moreover, her 
dainty slippers offered poor footing 
on the snow and ice. She could not 
run fast. If pursued at all, she would 


be overtaken. No houses were at all 
near. She kept right on, toward the 
three dark figures blocking her path. 

It was not a place you would find 
men lingering in, even at noon in high 
summer. Many people passed there, 
but they kept moving. Something was 
wrong about these three men. She 
could not recognize any of them. 
Even if her eyes had been less 
myopic, deep shade from the hat- 
brims hid their faces. They simply 
stood there as she came down the 
slope toward them, down to the flat 
bottom of the Hollow. 

Mother may have breathed a 
prayer. She certainly wished for help, 
wished to get home safely. A though 
flashed into her mind, sharply ironic: 
Your're more afraid of me than Iam 
of you! Repeating that over and over, 
silently in her mind, she walked 
closer and closer. They did not stir. 

They towered over her. They did 
not step back politely, they did not 
speak at all. Now she was so close she 
could have reached out to touch 
them—or they her. Still they did not 
move. She had a mad impulse to 
laugh in their faces, to shout; “You're 
more afraid of me than I am of you!” 


Actually she was no longer afraid at 
all. She walked past them, and they 
stood like statues. Now they were 
behind her. Must not look back. Just 
walk on, at the same pace. When she 
reached the top and looked down, 
they were still standing there. 

And at home, I suddenly found 
myself easy and comfortable. The 
house was warm; everything was 
interesting and kindly. Half an hour 
later, Mother was telling us the story 
over a cup of coffee. 

The story might seem to end there, 
but, looking back, I am sure it did 
not. After that, odd things began to 
happen. For one, Mother found 
herself suddenly unpopular at the 
local bank. No reason. She was 
pretty, well-dressed and well-liked by 
all our neighbors; she had no 
financial troubles. Yet the people at 
the bank, formerly very friendly, now 
looked unhappy when she stepped in, 
relieved as she left. Mother noticed 
it, but it did not bother her. She did 
not need to borrow money, and we 
were planning to move away, so it 
really did not matter. 

When we did move, to Oklahoma 
City, we sold a large part of our 
furniture, for cash. This seems to 
have caused a rumor that we were 
enormously wealthy, which was quite 
untrue, and also that we had all our 
wealth in cash, in the house, which 
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was approximately true. We were 
told confidentially, that a local ex- 
convict seemed deeply interested, 
and was looking for a couple of 
helpers fora “job.” We did not take it 
seriously. 

Having shipped our furniture to 
Oklahoma City, we spent our last 
night in Drumright at the house of 
our next-door neighbor, Mrs, Turn- 
bow. A nurse, she had to be ay on 
duty that night, and her teenage son, 
Henry, was away with friends. So we 
had the house, with only the Turn- 
bow white poodle and gray cat, with 
her four kittens, for company. Quite 
early that night, we heard the sounds 


of someone prowling around the 
house. And the Turnbow house, 
while wonderfully airy and com- 


fortable, was flimsy; it could have 
been broken into anywhere, easily. 
We left the gaslight on. 

It must have been about 2 a.m, 
when my little dog Joe climbed up on 
the foot of my bed. A little later, the 
Turnbow’s white poodle joined him. 
The two dogs often quarreled and 
sometimes fought. They sat quietly, 
now side-by-side, listening. 

Then came the gray mother cat, 
with one kitten in her mouth, She 
jumped up on the bed, left her 
precious kitten beside the two dogs, 
who politely ignored her and it, and 
went back for another. Soon the four 


kittens were on the bed, and their 
mother curled around them, almost 
touching the two little dogs. They all 
seemed to be waiting for something. 


Again, somebody moved, outside, 
then all was silent, Mother and 
Grandmother never went to bed at 
all. I was awake and alert, not afraid 
but interested, only—time passed. 
Suddenly I opened my eyes and 
sunshine was streaming in the 
numberless windows, and the smell 
of breakfast in the air. The robbers— 
if any—had not made their bid. 

At noon that day we changed 
trains at a whose name is 
forgotten. It was incredibly hot. Flies, 
of a different breed to any I have 
seen before or since, bit through my 
thick stockings until the calves of my 
legs felt as if pierced by red-hot 
needles. (Two weeks later I nearly 
died of an obscure fever, but that is 
another story). From the station 
platform, we looked around for a 
place to eat. Across the street IT 
spotted a nice-looking restaurant, but 
it was an extremely wide and dusty 
street. Grandmother spotted an EAT 
sign on our side of the street, and 
headed for it. 

It was a_ little hole-in-the-wall 
place, with only two tables, but it 
looked clean and the aroma was 
good, We sat down—the other table 
was empty — and, like good 


town 


“sooners,” ordered coffee and pork 
chops. The manager-waiter-chef who 
took our order was a hulking, black- 
browed young fellow in need of a 
shave. He looked rather sulky, went 
back into his kitchen, then peered out 
at us. After a long delay, he came 
back, eyes darting this way and that, 
and laid four plates at the table. He 
went away. “Is he going to eat with 
us?” Mother whispered. I didn’t care. 
1 was hungry. 

The big, swarthy man got busy in 
the kitchen, Eventually he came out 
with a platter of pork chops. Starting 
to serve us, his eyes suddenly bugged 
out. His mouth opened, but he did 
not speak. Slowly he picked up the 
extra plate, looked at it, looked at us, 
opened his mouth again, closed it, 
and took the plate aw Eating, I 
glanced around and saw him peering 
out of the kitchen, his eyes wide. He 
would dart back into the kitchen, 
then stick his head out again. I didn’t 
care—the pork chops were delicious! 
But the man’s unshaven face looked 
gray T thought: Why, he looks afraid 
of us! 

At the end of our quick lunch he 
came out to collect. He seemed to 
have recovered himself, was able to 
smile. Then I remembered Joe, 
waiting unhappily in his wooden 
crate on the station platform, and 
asked for an extra pork-chop sand- 


wich. That did it! He all but 
collapsed; terror showed on his face. 
He looked trapped. He threw quick 
glances in all directions, as if ex- 
pecting a fourth guest to suddenly 
appe a fourth guest he did not 
want to meet. 

With the 
sandwich was produced. We paid our 
bill, and out to feed Joe. I 
glanced back, and saw the swarthy 
man’s head sticking out, under the 
EAT sign, watching us out of sight. 

That is almost the end of the stor 
But now, I think I can see a hint of a 
pattern in these seemingly idiotic 
events, That night in January, at the 
Hollow, Mother asked for help. Help 
was forthcoming, in a shape she did 
not see nor suspect. Men had died in 
the Hollow in the old days, violent 
men, gunslingers—not all evil men. 
Did one of them take shape and walk 
just behind Mother that night, 
sWaggering, with six-guns ready on 
each hip, hands hanging close, daring 
the three by the path to make a 
And then, he follow 
Mother to the bank? If someone in 
the bank had a trace of second sight, 
they may have thought a stickup was 
imminent. No wonder they'were glad 
to see Mother leave, taking with her 
her two-gun man! 

Then, months later, was he still 
lingering outside the Turnbow house 


extreme — reluctance, 


went 


move? did 


to daunt the would-be robbers? Was 
he still with us at noon, glimpsed 
momentarily by the lunchroom 
proprietor? I rather think so, But 
there is one more odd twist to the 
story. 

Months later, Mother was talking 
to a big-shot business man in 
Oklahoma City.She happened to 
mention the odd episode of the four 
plates at the lunchroom. The 
business man was interested but 
puzzled. “I know that town like the 
palm of my hand,” he said. “I go 
there every month on business—have 
been doing it for years. I know every 
eating-joint in the whole town, And I 
tell you, there is no such place as you 
describe. Not in my time, anyway. 
There is no lunchroom on the same 
side of the street as the station, Ym 
tellin’ you, I know! Mind you, I’m not 
calling youa liar, but there is no such 
lunchroom in that town, I just 
wonder what did happen, that day?” 

So do 1. Did we eat lunch in a 


lunchroom that had never existed 
there? Or one that had been there, 


long years before? Did we just 
imagine the pork chops and coffee? 
That last idea I cannot accept. Black- 
and-tan Joe, waiting in his crate at the 
station, did not see the lunchroom or 
its cringing proprietor, but he ate 
every morsel of the pork chop 
joyously and licked his lips! ° 
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THE DAY OF THE BEST 


OUR AUDITION, MAN SHALL 
RENATO! ‘TIS A WIN THE 
PITY THAT PART, DUILIO... 
FRIENDS SUCH AND WE SHALL 
AS WE MUST STILL BE 

COMPETE! COMRADES ! 


(LA SOLA OPERA HOUSE 
IN TURINO, 1907... 


— 
AMINUTES LATER, IN THE AUDITION ROOM... 


b AND THIS IS THE oe” 
HOUR OF TRIUMPH, 
& DON PEDRO! 6 


vol 


« SUPERB! CH 


THE QUALITY OF YOUR 
EQUAL, BUT I MUST 
THE LEAD IN 


ICES IS ALMOST CONGRATULATIONS, 
MY DEAR FRIEND! 


(OOSE DUILIO FOR 
DON PEDRO! 


SHAT NIGHT... / NONSENSE-- KNOCK-OUT DROPS 
--- HAVE AND CHIANTI ARE A 

IT WAS GENEROUS) SOME RARE MIXTURE! MY 

OF YOU TO INVITE MORE SCHEME. |S 

ME HERE TO CHIANTI, 

CELEBRATE MY FRIEND! 


A NIGHT OUT IN 
THE COLD AND RAIN-- 
AND WHO KNOWS: 
WHAT CAN HAPPEN 
TO A MAN'S Voice! 


NEXT MORNING... 


CHOSEN YOU \ THANK YOU, SIGNOR, 
I'VE SHOCKING NEWS! DUILIO TO CARRY DIRECTOR! I WILL 
DIED IN THE STREET LAST ON IN HIS TRY TO BE WORTHY 
NIGHT FROM OVER-EXPOSURE | PLACE ! OF DUILIO! 


I MEANT TO DESTROY 
HIS VOICE ...NOT TO 
KILL HM! 


OPENING NIGHT AT THE 
OPERA... 


MY BIG MOMENT 
's AT HAND! I 
MUST NOT BE 
NERVOUS! 


HE ACTS LIKE A CRAZY 
ONE! CURTAIN DOWN 
AND CALL A DOCTOR, WILL ) IT IS FUTILE, 
Quick! HE ( SIGNOR--HIS 
SING \ VOICE HAS 
LEFT HIM FOR- 
EVER! HE WILL 


rhe NIGHT DESCENDS... AND ALL THE CREATURES OF EARTH CURL UP FOR SLEEP, 
BUT ALIVE AND LURKING, IS ONE THAT HOWLS WITH EV/L GLEE...A CREATURE 
ieee: eS AND BEAST, THAT KILLS BY FANG AND CLAW.,,.A HORROR THAT 
WA! ore 


es ie 

BUT, Guys! I TELL ) (ACHARLATAN! >) | IT'S NoT,LARRY! I'm sure) ( ALL RIGHT, | 
De THREE |\YOUTHMAVE UN- A PHONEY WHO THOSE CHEMICAL — > ALEX... 
HAD BEEN | COVERED THE ~ PUBLICIZED REACTIONS INTHE OLD VA BUT WE 
INSEPARABLE 3} HIDDEN WRITINGS )( HIMSELF AS A BOOK I FOUND ATTHE / ( THINK YOU'VE 


ALMOST FROM | OF LUPE GAROU! WEREWOLF. , y USED BOOKSTORE / 
THE FIRST : ( WHAT ROT ARE GENUINE! Jr 
DAY OF _—_— : - 
COLLEGE / . o "Nh 
THREE YEARS = \ 


BEGAN... 
, 


OKAY... IF THEY WANT 


BUT TILL NEED "WOLF BANE “CRYSTALS 


fe} PROOF, I'LL SHOW THEM |! ‘AND GAROU'S NOTES SAY THAT HE 
DEVASTATING L'LL DUPLICATE GAROU'S WAS To BE BURIED WITH THE 

HAD BEEN ENTIRE EXPERIMENT! CRYSTALS WHEN HE DIED! MY ONLY 
wis FRIEND'S SOURCE THEN... |S GAROL'S GRAVE/ 


ALEX. NOME 
CONSIDERED 
THE 


CHEMICAL 


ROOM ++ 


LUPE GAROU, THE MAN WHO HAD PERPETRATED THE 
HOAX OF THE CENTURY, LAY ENTOMBED INA WEED ~ 
CHOKED CEMETERY ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN. + 
TWO NIGHTS LATER... == 
IL MUST'VE BEEN CRAZY _) 
TO COME HERE /IF THE 
(POLICE CATCH ME,I'mM } 
SUNK! - 


MAYBE LARRY AND RUSSEL ARE 
RIGHT! ME AND MY INSANE 

THEORIES! WHO EVER HEARD 
OF SOMEONE WANTING TO 
BE BURIEO WITH WOLF 
BANE? WELL SOON 
FIND OUT... 


NT yr 
IT'S TRUE THEN! LUPE GAROU DELIBERATELY. 
? COMMITTED SUICIDE BY INHALING THE CHOKING 
VAPORS OF WOLF BANE! THE TOWNSPEOPLE MUST 
HAVE BURIEO HIM WITH THE REST OF THE CRYSTALS 
AS HE DIRECTED, ONE HUNOREO YEARS yg 
AGO !! INCREDIBLE ! 


GREAT SCOTT L/ 
H-HE WAS RIGHT!! 
LOOK AT HIS 
FACE! 


ATE OH, PLEASE EX COME NOW.! ADMIT YoU'RE YoU KNOW I 
ALEX! STOP TALKING JOKING! WEREWOLVES, DO, ALICE... BUT 
THINK OF |T, DARLING... IN MELODRAMATIC CHEMICAL REACTIONS! HA, I'M DEADLY 

THE MINUTE I ANNOUNCE CLICHES / HA! I'D RATHER YOU TOLD _/ EARNEST ABOUT 
MY DISCOVERY, SCIENCE ME YOU LOVED ME! THIS AND I'LL 
WILL STRIDE AHEAD! PROVE |T! 


I'VE MELTED ALL THE THE MOONLIGHT PROBABLY 
MUONIGHT.- CRYSTALS INTO THE FLUID HAS SOME SUBTLE EFFECT 
ANO THE AND NOW,,,ACCORDING TO. ON THE REACTION THAT I 
PULL OF GAROU'S FORMULA ,I MUST CAN'T EXPLAIN AS YET., 
THE MOON DRINK IT AT MIDNIGHT BUT NOW... HERE 


AT FULL MOON / Goes |! 


ARRGH! MY THROAT...ON J 

FIRE! FEEL STRANGE. 
C DIZZY... SOMETHING'S <7 
7 HAPPENING TOME... ¢ 


bx. Vo 


IT WORKED! I HAVE LATER...ON THE STREET... 
A DESIRE TO KILL-- 
KILL/ HA,HA! 


GETTING A BIT CHILLY 

CATELY! THINK DLL 

WEAR MY WINTER 
COAT TOMORROW’! 


AAGGH/ LET “s 
GO!! W-WHAT Do 
YOU WANT? ~~ 


Cee 


(AND WHEN 
DAWN CAME... 


ALEX! I'VE TRIED TOREACH | OF COURSE I 


of pawn EXTRA! ExTRA!YT-IM GOING TO 


0 NIGHT- FIEND | GIVE MYSELF UP/T'LL{ | YOU ALL MORNING/ THAT _) WAS! A MANIAC 
BROUGHT } STRIKES! FIVE / TELL RUSSEL AND } BUSINESS ABOUT THE 1S,,,15 LOOSE... 
HORRIBLE 2 DIE HORRIBLY) 4, LARRY EVERYTHING! | WEREWOLF/ FANTASTIC, P AND IT KILLS 

> »_) | BUT WE HAVE TO KNOW! / LIKE A BEAST! 
— = 


YOU. YOU MUST HAVE THERE'S NO 
BEEN JOKING... OTHER 
EXPLANATION | 


BUT I FEELSO STRANGE... . 
LIKE BEFORE...I--I'M 
TURNING... TURNING-~ 


NONGE WORE. tot GONG TO 
E MoO ve I 
i GROW-WRR-R! 
——7 CALL THE POLICE !! 2 HERO TOWERS: 
HOW IT SHOULD BE! 
I'M STRONG AND 
EAGER, AND THE 


Fi CAN'T GO THROUGH THAT AGAIN// 


I SHALL RIP OPEN COME TO HER 

HER DELICIOUS WARM BLOOD! SEE HOW | 

THROAT TONIGHT... FRIGHTENED SHE IS: 
Now. 


THE BEAST 
STEALTHILY 
STALKED... 
TO 
DESTROY 
AIS LAST 
BARRIER 


TO 
NORMALCY... 
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ALICE! AND... ALEX LETS GO HELP! MELP/ CAN'T 
‘AND... GOOD OF THE G/RL FIGHT HIM... MUCH, 
Logo! ALEX! AND ATTACKS MeSH LONGER... !! y= 


HIS FRIEND, 


SUDDENLY _| HEY, 
THE POLICE } STOP 
ARRIVE BUT 
THE MENACE |i 
TURNS AND 
RUNS... 


LATER... IT'S ALMOST MORNING... THEY'LL FIND ~ 
ME SOON! I CAN'T LET THEM TAKE ME! 
EL WON'T BE ABLE TO DIE! I HAVEN'T. 
GONE BACK TOMY HUMAN FORM! THE. 
CHEMICAL REACTION MUST HAVE 
BEEN PERMANENT! 


IF THEY TRY TO EXECUTE 
ME, I'LL LIVE To KILL AGAIN! 
THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY OUT 
OF THIS! GAROU MENTIONED 
HYPNOSIS OF ONE'S VICTIMS... 
FORGIVE ME, MY DARLING 
FOR WHAT I AM 
ABOUT TO DO.., 


[Meanwue, BACK IN ALEX'S ROOM... 


TRY TOCARRY OUT HIS) BETTER STILL..IM 

EXPERIMENT TO THE GOING TO DRINK THE 

LETTER, LARRY! WE SAME CONCOCTION 

MUST HAVE AN ANTI- 2 ALEX MADE! HERE 
DOTE QUICKLY/ GOES! 


ONE HOUR LATER... yes!! ALL ALEX IS ON MOON HILL! HE LET's Go! 
ae A ris ISNOTHING \ HAS ALICE UP THERE! THE 
| it's as we FEARED, BUT WASTED POLICE SAW HER WALKING 
| “THIS SOLUTION EFFORT! POOR UP THERE ALONE! THAT'S 
(HAS ABSOLUTELY WO ; ] HOW THEY FOUND HIM ! 
—z EFFECT! THEY'RE GOING TO 
CLOSE IN ! 


SECONDS OF A LIFE SPEEDING &Y.,, SECONDS 
STRETCHED INTO ETERNITY... AND THEN-« 


MACE HIM THINK HE WAS A ALICE KNOW HE 
GIRL WAKING UP FROM HER TRANCE... BUT MORE Wo} 


BUT REASON 
STARTLING... THE FACE OF THE BEAST... 


(WAS HERE 7? HOW 
RECONQUERED FOR A DID SHE KNOW 
WHILE MAKING HIM WANT [o/ WHERE TO FIND 
WHY,,,HE'S NORMAL...) YES, RUSSEL,,.|| TO KILL HIMSELF! WHAT HIM? EXPLAIN THA 

NORMAL IN i BETTER WAY THAN TO IF YOU CAN 1! 
EVERY WAY |_ 


HAVE HIS SWEETHEART Meet EXPLAIN ITY 


WAS THE HORRIBLE 
BEAST..,NOT HIS 
EXPERIMENTS / 


EXCEPT IN HIS MIND. INSANITY) BUT HOW DID 
POLICE, MORBID PEOPLE.,, REPORTERS...A CRYING 


J 
HEH! HEH! HEH! SOON THE 


SS LIGHTNING AND THE THUNDER 
{ SHALL REACH THEIR PEAK 

ANO YE SHALL FEEL MY 

WRATH! HEH-HA-HA / 


1 
BUT IT WASN'T ALWAYS LIKE THAT! HAWKINS USED TOBE 
A THRIVING TOWN FILLED WITH ALL KINDS OF PEOPLE... ; 
CUSTOMS... TRADITIONS... AND SLIPERSTITIONS,”/ 


—— 
LOOK! HERE | 
SHE COMES / SSS; 
= aw 


HAWKINS ISA GHOST-TOWN Now / NOBODY 
GOES THERE VERY MUCH, AND /F THEY DO, 
THEY DON'T STAY THERE LONG--FOR T'S 
DEAD--COMPLETELY AND IRREVOCABLY-~ 
DEAD/ — = 


SS \ae 


—_— aa 
DELIA ZARBO WAS BEWITCHINGLY | 
BEAUTIFUL, CUNNING ANO SHREWD! 
THE ENTIRE TOWN KNEW OF HER 
UNCANNY POWER OF RESTORING 
LIFE TO THE SICK AND DYING // 
SHE WAS RESPECTED... BUT 
SHE WAS ALSO FEARED! 


Sees Be Gee 
LY. ir Wes: eS 


YOUR MOTHER 
CALLING ME 

A WITCH? DO 
YOU BELIEVE 


DELIA ALWAYS HELPED! SHE WOULD 
ALWAYS BE THERE WHEN DEATH 
PERCHED ON A DYING PERSON'S 
SHOULDER ! SOMETIMES SHE B/D 
BRING THEM BACK FROM THE VEIL 
OF THE BEYOND...SOMETIMES SHE 
DIDN'T. “ 


L-I'M OYING, 
DELIA ! LEAVE 


ME IN PEACE! ames 


WHAT'S THIS N-NO,MA‘AM! 

THEAR ABOUT | IF--IF I DID, 
I_ WOULDN'T 

<\ BE HERE NOW. 


WOULD I? 


, ae 


| PLease, celia! YHmMM-- 
MY POP'S VERY | ALL RIGHT, 


SICK! Y-YOU  <—{ JOHNNY... 
CANMAKE KNOW | 
HIM WELL.., } / YOU'RE 

YOU'RE THE / | _TELLING 


WHO CAN \\ YES! TLL 
| MAKE HIM )~)( HELP YOUR 


ONLY ONE Cae 
\ 
WELL! elere \ FATHER! | 


LOOK INTO MY 
EYES! INTO 
MY EYES! 
SIDNEY 
ROGERS... 
LOOK,, 


YF MAN UTTERED ONE SMALL 
ASE. THEN... 


LOOK AT ME, 
SIDNEY ROGERS! 
LSUMMON You 
FORTH! COME 
FORTH! QHHH-H/ 
COHHH-H! 


EEE EEE / DON'T FORCE HIM 
YMORE/ LET HIM BE! MY 
USBAND IS DEAD/ LET HIM 
WITCH! WITCH I! GET 

OUT! GET OUT! 


DELIA ROSE 
AND LEFT 
QUIETLY / 
INHER OWN 
AUT HIGH IN 
THE MOLINTAIN = 
SHE CHANTED 
SOFTLY TO 
HERSELF __ | 
A STRANGE || 


THEY BURIED SIDNEY ROGERS 
THAT DAY... BUT AT MIDNIGHT 


| DELIA ZARBO ISSUED THE CALL, 


THE CALL FOR THE DEAD TO 


YOU HAVE. BROKEN 
THE SPELL / YOUR 
HUSBAND 1S NOW 
LOST To YOU FOREVER! 
FOOLS YOU HAVE 
DISTURBED MY 
MINO- POWER! 


GET OUT! 
YOU'RE EVIL! 
EVILS 


NOY” SHE LOOKED SO TERROR- STRICKEN... 
SO HELPLESS WHILE I MUTTERED MY 
MUMBO-JUMBO ON HER WRETCH OF 
A HUSBAND/ NOW L SHALL CAST 
MY REAL SPELL! HA!HA! 


f Pi 


UP ROSE THE CORPSES FROM 
THEIR GRAVES... BOZENS/! 
IN ALL STAGES OF DEATH 
AND DECAY.,ACTIVATED TO 
PAINFUL LIFE ANDAMONG 
THEM, SIONEY ROGERS ! 


ARISES Ue UICKLY! 
ARISE// EED MY 
IT (S THE ORDER! 


DIED! LET 

US BE! WE 

PLEAD WITH 
You! 


YOU WILL GO TO THE HOUSE OF MARION 


you HAE Y CHAM! TELLUS ma 
STEALTH/LY.. | COME! GOO! ) WHAT WE MUST DO ROGERS ANO KILL HER! THEN YOU'LL 
SILENTLY 


HEH! FOR THIS PAIN |S BRING ALL HER GOLD AND ALL HER 
UNBEARABLE ! BELONGINGS TO 


THE 
GLIDED 
THROUGH THE 
MOUNTAINS 
ANDO THE 
VALLEYS 
TO We IRD 


TH 
MOUNTAIN 
HUT, AND 


MLUINUTES LATER, INA 
BEDROOM FILLED ONLY 
WITH THE SOUNDS OF 
ONE WHO IS ASLEEF-- 


QUICKLY, BROTHERS! HASTEN TO. 
SILENCE, MORTAL! THE WITCH'S COMMANDS! OUR 


WE CANNOT ENOURE S 
THE SOUNDS OF LIFE! Bs BRAN aasse?” 


WE MUST DO THE 


WITCH'S BIDDING, oN 
\_LEST SHE KEEPS 
US FOREVER _/ ~~ bd \ 
7 FROM OUR < = \ x 


. GRAVES / my) 


THE WIDOW ROGERS IS BEING THEN... LET'S GET. 
KILLED! SHE'S SHOUTING THE ZARBO WOMAN! 
SOMETHING ABOUT ‘ 

DELIA ZARBO! 


[ THE HOUSE BURNED DOWN To THE GROUND... AND. THEY TIED HER TOA STAKE AND FED THE 
- FLAMES! ZARBO STRUGGLED LINTIL SHE 
BURN YE SHE'S 

4 ae eld! BURN 


ny NO! YOURE COULON'T STRUGGLE ANYMORE! THEN... 
: INSANE J ALL OF Gat 
HERAT THE STAKE! You) TIVE DONE ey wees. YOU CALL ME A 
LOOK AT HER! NOTHING / HELPS. SWITCH! THEN WITCH I 
WITCH / % SHALL BECOME ! YE 
WITEH! swe \\_ SHALL FEEL THE POWER 


Zi, 


\ 
rd 
K 
aS 


o 


RVs 
\ 


GAZ FLAMES SEAREO HER FACE 
AND THE FLAME-LICKED SKIN 
TRICKLED OOWN HER FACE IN 
BOILING GLOBS..- 


STRIKE.YE LIGHTNING! 
ROAR, YE THUNDER! 


THEM! LET THEIR 
BONES HOT WITH 
eee, 
HEH! HEH] ar IS SeCtNO 
Oe INFRONT 
OF HER! 


HA! HA! YE SHALL WITNESS 
YOUR OWN DEATHS YET/ 


THEN, CORPSES FROM THE GRAVE.,.CORPSES ALREADY DECAYED, | 
ROSE AND ADVANCED TOWARD THE VILLAGERS... ee 


KILL THEM! EMBRACE THEIR NECKS 

WITH YOUR SLIMY CLAWS ! LET 

THEM ALL KNOW THE REVENGE 
OF A WITCH! 


THE PEOPLE AND THE VILLAGERS OF 
HAWKINS--ALL WENT UP IN CONSUMING 
FLAMES / HOW DO I KNOW /7 7 SIMPLE! 
MY REVENGE, NATURALLY... 

NEVER INCLUDEO ANE 17 


End 


@LIKE OTHER TERMS, clair- 
voyance has different meanings for 
different people. For present pur- 
poses, I shall use the definition given 
in the glossary of the Journal of 
Parapsychology. According to it, 
clairvoyance is any form of “ex- 
trasensory perception of objective 
events as distinguished from 
telepathic perception of the mental 
state of another person.” Actually, it 
is surprising how hard it is to find 
cases that can be explained only by 
telepathy or only by clairvoyance. 
Usually, it might be either. In the 
early days of the S. P. R., telepathy 
was considered to be much the more 
plausible phenomenon, so the effort 
was made to explain all extrasensory 
perception in terms of it. In the 
modern laboratory work it has 
proved easier, however, to 
demonstrate what seems to be pure 
clairvoyance than what seems to be 
pure telepathy. I say “seems to be” 
because once you admit of possible 


36 


precognition, or foreknowledge, you 
can usually convert apparent 
clairvoyance to possible telepathy, 
and vice versa. 

In Phantasms of the Living a case is 
presented that looks more like 
clairvoyance, but which Gurney 
thought could still be explained by 
telepathy since “it includes nothing 
which was not, or had not recently 
been, within the consciousness” of 
the person seen. The story was told 
by a Mrs. Bettany, and certified to by 
her parents. She wrote: 

“When I a child I had many 
remarkable experiences of a 
psychical nature, which I remember 
to have looked upon as ordinary and 
natural at the time, 

“On one occasion (I am unable to 
fix the date, but I must have been 
about 10 years old) I was walking in a 
country lane at A., the place where 
my parents then resided. I was 
reading geometry as I walked along, 
a subject little likely to produce 


fancies or morbid phenomena of any 
kind, when, in a moment, I saw a 
bedroom known as the White Room 
in my home, and upon the floor lay 
my mother, to all appearances dead. 
The vision must have remained some 
minutes, during which time time my 
real surroundings appeared to pale 
and die out; but as the vision faded, 
actual surroundings came back, at 
first dimly, and then clearly. 

“T could not doubt that what I had 
seen was real, so, instead of going 
home, I went at once to the house of 
our medical man and found him at 
home. He at once set out with me for 
my home, on the way putting 
questions I could not answer, as my 
mother was to all appearances well 
when I left home. 

“IT led the doctor straight to the 
White Room, where we found my 
mother actually lying as in my vision. 


This was true even to minute details. 


She had been seized suddenly by an 
attack at the heart, and would soon 


have breathed her last but for the 
doctor's timely advent .. . ” 

When questioned further, Mrs. 
Bettany added: “The White Room in 
which I, saw my mother, and af- 
terwards actually found her, was out 
of use. It was unlikely that she should 
be there, 

“She was found lying in the at- 
titude in which I hadseen her. I found 
a handkerchief with a lace border 
beside her on the floor. This I had 
distincly noticed in my vision. There 


were other particulars of coin- 
cidence which I cannot put here.” 

Emanuel Swedenborg, _ the 
eighteenth century scientist who 


became in a sense the first modern 
spiritualist and had many kinds of 
psychic experiences, had three of a 
clairvoyant or telepathic nature that 
have become rather famous. This is 
because they were investigated at the 
time by a Mr. Green at the instigation 
of the philosopher, Immanuel Kant. 
Kant had every confidence in Green, 
whose investigation confirmed the 
stories. They are known as the cases 
of the Stockholm fire, the Queen's 
secret, and the lost receipt. The first 
two might have been telepathic. The 
third, in which the receipt was found 
through information that purported 
to come from a spirit, is harder to 
explain by telepathy, other than 
telepathy from a dead man. The story 
is told in an appendix to Kant’s 
Dreams of a Spirit Seer. A widow, 
unable to find her husband's réceipt 
for payment of a debt, applied to 
Swedenborg, who thereupon un- 
dertook to converse with the dead 
husband. As a result, he was in- 
formed that a bureau in the house 
had a secret compartment, and was 
told how to find it. Returning with 
this information, he found the lady 
having company. All went upstairs to 
the bureau, where the secret com- 
partment indeed found, “of 
which no one had ever known 
before.” Upon being opened it 
yielded the much-sought receipt. 

Book tests, in which ideas and 
phrases are reproduced from books 
or private records, apparently by 
spirits, might be explained by 
clairvoyance. Here again, since the 
content is usually known to someone, 
telepathy is also a possibility. It is a 
question of what seems most 
plausible—and of course we know, 
too, what seems most plausible to 
most critics. 


was 


When the body of a drowned 
person is found through a dream or 
other psychic disclosure, clair- 
voyance seems as plausible an ex- 
planation as any if the case is a sound 
one. Sometimes telepathy seems 
possible, but if it is telepathy from the 
person while yet living, it must 
sometimes have remained latent for 
many days. In the following 
discovery case, telepathy from living 
persons seems to be practically 
excluded. 

Frederick 


Bligh Bond, ec- 
clesiastical architect and ar- 
cheologist, made important 
discoveries in 1908-9 and 1919-20 at 
the ruins of Glastonbury Abbey by 
utilizing information obtained 


through automatic writing. The 
communications purported to come 
from monks who in life had dwelt in 
the ancient edifice. If it wasn’t actual 
spirit communication it may have 
been clairvoyance, but Bond himself 
favored something like a persistent 
“cosmic memory.” He tells the story 
in The Gate of Remembrance. 
Some interesting examples of 
apparent clairvoyance, without the 
aspect of spirit communication, 
appear in the life of Mollie Fancher: 
The Brooklyn Enigma, as reported 
by Judge Abram H. Dailey in 1894. 
Miss Fancher was born in 1848, As a 
girl she sustained two bad falls, and 
thereafter, confined to her bed, 
developed a bewildering variety of 
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phenomena apparently 
hysteric—anaesthesias, paralyses, 
contractions, convulsions, and 
trances. She developed a multiple 
personality, but one personality 
remained dominat in the daytime, the 
others manifesting only at night, and 
then but briefly. More important for 
present purposes, she developed 
what appeared to be remarkable 
clairvoyance. 

The case seems to have attained 
some notoriety, but evidently did not 
come actively to the attention of the 
S. P. R. until about the time that 
Dailey’s book was published. Miss 
Fancher’s powers were then on the 
wane, and apparently no further 
study of the case was undertaken. Dr. 
William Romaine Newbold of the 
University of Pennsylvania reviewed 
the book for the S. P. R., and 
regretted that the case had not been 
investigated more scientifically. He 
reported that Judge Dailey had 
“recorded the narratives of many 
witnesses whose truthfulness no one 
would question,” but he deplored the 
fact that more details were not given, 
and more indication of the “time 
elapsed between the event and its 
committal to writing.” However, with 
this warning as to the nature of the 
evidence, let us proceed. 

Miss Fancher lost her eyesight and 
is said never to have regained it, but 
she developed an apparent clair- 
voyance for her immediate 
surroundings that was in some ways 
superior to normal sight. Judge 
Dailey says he tested this one time by 
blindfolding her, and found that 
“there was not a movement any of us 
could make, or a thing we could do, 
which she could not distinctly 
describe to us.” He added, “She sees 
best, and reads the most readily when 
the room is so dark that others can 
scarcely see the print.” A Mr. 
Herbert Blossom reported, “I used to 
take newspapers to her, and she 
would just lay her hand on them and 
tell me all the news they contained; 
then I would unfold them, read, and 
find her quite correct.” Mr, George 
F. Sargent, her business associate 
told how he dropped a small piece of 
jewelry in the darkened room. It 
rolled and he did not know where it 
was. Miss Fancher, lying all the time 
in her bed with her face furned away 
directed him by calling “hot” or 
“cold” until he found it, whereupon 
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she said, “You have it.” He found it 
about six inches from the foot of the 
bed, and the top of the footboard was 
at least twelve inches above her head, 
in the position in which she was 
lying 

Her doctor, S. Fleet Speir, told 
how her eyes had been examined and 
how it did not appear that they could 
be functioning in any ordinary way. 
The pupil did not change at the 
approach of light. She could see with 
great deal of distinctness, but he did 
not see how. He said, moreover, “At 
time she did all her work, 
crotcheting, ete., back of her head. 
When she selected worsted or color 
she put it behind her head to see it. 
For nine years her right arm was 
behind her head, where she did her 
work by bringing the left hand up to 
the right hand, which was back of her 
head. I recall one instance when Dr, 
Ormiston and myself being present, 
Miss Crosby received a letter from a 
postman. 

“T took the letter in my hand; it was. 
sealed, and Miss Fancher at that time 
being unable to speak, took a slate 
and pencil, and wrote out the con- 
tents of the letter, which on being 
opened and found to 
correspond exactly with the letter.” 

Further on, the doctor states, “She 
has always explained, when asked 


one 


read, 


how she saw without the use of her 
eyes, that she saw out of the top of 
her head.” 

Judge Dailey also tells of her very 


delicate and 
embroider 


precise fancy work, 
“performed above 
her head, and beyond the range of 
her natural vision,” He adds, “That 
she did see, could and can see from 
the top of her head and from her 
forehead, permit of a 
reasonable doubt. She reads letters 
placed upon her forehead, and has 
done so hundreds of times.” Strange 
as this seems it is like the many cases 
of apparent transposition of the 
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senses that the early mesmerists 
encountered in some of their sub- 
jects. 


A Mr. Louis Sherk reported an 
incident of humorous nature: “Upon 
another time I sent a man to her 
house to hang her picture in the front 
room, but did not inform him who 
occupied the house. I gave him in- 
structions where to hang. it if no one 
should be in the room. It so hap- 
pened that no one was in the front 
room, and as he reported to me, the 
folding doors between the front and 
back room were closed, In the midst 


of his work he heard somebody 
severely criticizing him as to the 
manner in which he was hanging the 
picture. He looked around, saw 
nobody. and proceeded with his 
work, when he was again interrupted. 
He became alarmed, looked under 
the piano and back of the chairs, saw 
nobody in the room, went back to his 
work, when he was further criticized. 
He hastily finished his work and left 
the house. He told me that he would 
not go back to that house for any 
money, for he did not want to come 
in contact with the devil. I then 
informed him that this devil was Miss 
Fancher, and that many wealthy 
people would gladly pay a large sum 
to have had the experience which he 
had.” 

The incident appears to be an 
example of traveling clairvoyance, 
where the distance traveled was a 
short one. That Miss Fancher could 
also be far-reaching in her clair- 
voyance is indicated by the following 
quoted from Judge Dailey: 

“An erroneous impression has 
been conveyed to the public, through 
misstatements concerning the 
exercise of Miss Fancher's powers, 


many persons supposing that she at 
any and all times is capable of seeing 
her and immediate surroun- 
dings, and is able to describe what is 
happening in remote places. This is 
not the fact. She is in a peculiar state 
when she is able to see beyond the 
walls of the room in which she is 
lying; and yet she is very frequently 
in that condition. When in that 
condition she usually is not holding 
conversation with friends present in 
the room, but seems to be in a sort of 
trance condition, in which, if her 
spirit does not leave her body, it 
certainly looks out beyond the 
material surroundings, which shut off 
the vision of others, and she goes to 
her friends in different places, and 
notes what they are doing. She looks 
around the city and sees what is 
transpiring, and still comes back to 
herself and repeats where she has 
been and what she has seen.” 
Judge Dailey then tells how she 
once told him she had been at his 
house on a certain night, and that 
there had been present a tall, sparsely 
built man of dark complexion. The 
judge recalled the circumstances, 
and remembered that he had been 
visited by the Hon. H. D. Sisson, a 
fact of which Miss Fancher could 
apparently have had no normal 
knowledge. At a considerably later 
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time, he invited this gentleman and 
another to accompany him to Miss 
Fancher’s. What transpired, he tells 
as follows: “Upon entering the room, 
Tasked Miss Fancher if she ever seen 
either of the gentlemen before. ‘Why, 
no, said she; ‘they have never been 
here before;’ then she exclaimed: 
‘Oh, yes, this is the man I saw at your 
house’ (pointing to Mr. Sisson) ‘that 
night. He has changed some, but he is 
the man’.” 

The time has now come to face 
more squarely this possibility of 
actual out-ot-the-body experience. 
There is a large literature on the 
subject, and a large body of recorded 
experience, at least some of which 
makes considerable sense. The 
subject is pertinent here because if it 
could be established that the 
psyche—the personality, or a part of 
it—actually does sometimes leave the 
body and visit distant scenes, then a 
very direct kind of clairvoyance 
would be demonstrated. 

The fact is that a great many 
apparently sincere people have told 
how, upon occasion, they have found 
themselves outside their physical 
body, have looked upon their 
discarded frame and wondered if 
they were dead, have floated off in a 
more ethereal body to distant 
places—on the wings of thought, as it 
were—and: have then returned and 
have snapped back into the physical 
body. It sounds like a dream, and yet 
some apparently very sane people 
who have had the experience are 
absolutely and irrevocably convinced 
that they were wide awake and in 
command of all their faculties at the 
time. Also, some of the accounts do 
not read like dreams; if they were, 
they were psychic ones with veridical 
details. 

It is sometimes said that an 
anaesthetic puts a person “out.” The 
expression is certainly apt in some 
cases, for quite a few of the out-of- 
the-body excursions have occurred 
under anaesthesia. Others were the 
result of severe illness, and some 
were death-bed experiences. Oc- 
casionally, a rare individual seems 
to learn the technique of “leaving the 
body” practically at will. One of the 
best known of these latter is Sylvan 
Muldoon. There are, according to 
Mr. Muldoon, both conscious and 
unconscious “projections.” 
Regarding the former, he says, 


“When one is consciously projected, 
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there is no question about it; one 
knows it; I know it—just as well as I 
know I am sitting here writing this 
letter.” 

Mr. Muldoon backs up _ his 
statement with the following 
argument: “The doubter will say: 
‘Now, you could have been dreaming 
all this. In your dream you would not 
know you were not fully conscious. 
This is reverse reasoning. In a dream 
a man may not know that he is un- 
conscious; but when he is conscious 
he does positively that is not 
dreaming!” It is possible that a 
dreamer while asleep may also know 
positively that he is not dreaming, but 
40 


when he awakes he knows that he 
was dreaming; Mr. Muldoon when 
awake and not projecting continues 
to know that he was awake when 
projecting. The proof of the pudding 
is in the eating; the skeptic will 
simply have to learn Mr. Muldoon’s 
technique and try it himself. Mr. 
Muldoon has in fact provided for 
that; in collaboration with Hereward 
Carrington he has written a how-to- 
do-it book (from which I have just 
been quoting) called The Projection 
of the Astral Body. 

A brief example of apparent astral 
projection is the following as told to 
Mr. Muldoon by Mrs. S. Royes of 


West Haven, Connecticut: 

“In a hospital bed . . . 1 was not 
the influence of an 
anaesthetic, and was conscious of 
intense pain... I sought comfort in 
prayer, After a few moments I found 
that I had got out of my body, left it 
lying on the bed, and floated up into 
one corner of the room. 

“I remember thinking to myself, 
‘well, at last I have escaped from that 
awful pain.’ 1 saw a nurse come in 
and look at my body. She ran out of 
the room again, returning soon with 
an intern and another .. . I seemed to 
feel remorse at the anxiety they were 
going through . . . I came back and 
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they were apparently satisfied, after 
working on me for some time, that I 
was well again... 

“Twas in pain up to the time I left 
my body, I felt quite happy and at 
rest when I found myself outside my 
body. When I saw the excitement of 
the nurses over my limp form, I 
thought to myself, ‘I wish I could get 
back and relieve their anxiety,’ and 
with that thought I did move back 
again... This was before I had any 
knowledge of spiritualism in general, 
aside from my personal experiences, 
which I did not connect with spir- 
tualism . . .” 

Mrs. Royes has. had numerous 


“projections,” which come spon- 
taneously, and which she takes 
“simply as something which occurs, 


just as anything else that occurs.” 
What the experiences are like she 
tells as follows when I am out of 
my body I think with my spirit 
body—I sense things with my spirit— 
Tknow things with my spirit. . I see 
my physical body in the chair, or 
lying on the bed. That body is to all 
intents and purposes dead, there is no 
feeling in it. .. My entire feeling is in 
the real ME ‘which is outside, and 
that is the ME that knows things 
instinctively.” 

Unbelievable? Well, if you find 


such things unbelievable, what about 
the clairvoyant who sees into the 
future? Purely physical events can be 
predicted—the rise and fall of the 
tides, an eclipse, or the path of a 
projectile—but what about human 
events? Some, yes. But events in the 
human behive rapidly become 
complex. Paths cross and recross. 
Decisions are made and remade— 
and gang aft a-gley. Under such 
ircumstances, prediction based on 
inference often becomes impossible. 
But occasionally its place seems to be 
taken by a peculiar insight, a direct 


clairvoyance of the future. Of all the 
psychic phenomena, this one is the 
most baffling. ay 


CIRCUS 
VETERINARIAN'S 
JOB IS FAIRLY 
TINE ANI 


DANCE OF, 
FELICIA [ 


ING GIRL... JUST LUE SPOTLIGHT SHONE ON THE CROLICHED, 
IE DOLLAR TO SEE | | BEAUTY OF FELICIA! THE DANCE WAS 70 BEGIN! 


———— ~~ 
[ SEE FeLicia, THe | ThE TENT LIGHTS WENT OUT AND A SINGLE 
{ B 


Mo MUSIC, NO ORUMS ACCOMPANIED THE STRANGE... AND WHEN THE DANCE WAS OVER, THERE WAS. 
DANCE,,,ONLY A LOW, MOURNFUL HUM WHICH ISSUED. DEAD S/LENCE / THE AUDIENCE FILED OUT INA 
FROM FELICIA'S OWN LOVELY THROAT! THE AUDIENCE SLOW, QUIET DAZE-.- 

WAS HELD IN A HYPNOTIC TRANCE AS HER BODY 
SWAYED TO A SLOW, LINDULATING RYTHM.-- 
GRACEFUL, FLOWING... CAT =L//CE - + 


LATER THAT AFTERNOON, SIMON, THE CIRCUS 
STRONG MAN ENTERED FELICIA'S TENT..- 


I SAW THAT DANCE. 
OF YOURS AGAIN THIS: 
AFTERNOON. YOU 
KNOW, IT DOES 
SOMETHING TO 

A MAN... 


lite 1 


YEAH! Look, BABY...GET OFF THAT | FELICIA CLAWED AT HIS FACE LIKE A WILD- 
CLOUD OF YOURS! YOU'RE HUMAN... WOMAN...SHE SANK HER SHARP TEETH INTO 
YOU'VE GOT BLOOD RUNNING THROUGH HIS HANC...  -——— 
YOUR VEINS, SAME AS NOW, GET out! 
ME: COME ON 7 \ eR WAI ) GET OUT! 
LOOSEN Up) ee 

: YOU BIT ME / a 7/, 


WHY DON'T YOU STOP: \ OH, YEAH...SO'S YOU CAN | 
CHASING FELICE 7 ) HAVE A CLEAR FIELD, EH? 
SHE WANTS TO BE f I SEEN HER HANGIN’ Z| 
LEFT ALONE! —/ AROUND YoU AN’ THOSE 
S pare Sy ara ANIMALS ALLTHE TIME! 
INN CWHATIVE NOU GOT THAT 
WA TT AINT GOT? 


‘ ISAW SIMON STAGGER OUT OF FELICIA'S TENT... 


TANGLE WITH THE SHE AIN'T HUMAN, 
SPITFIRE AGAIN, | 00C! I SWEAR 
SIMON? HERE, LET SHE AIN'T / 


ME LOOK Jj 
THAT HAND! J 


( 


I DISMISSED SIMON WITH A LAUGH, BUT LATE 
THAT NIGHT, I PONDERED H/S WORDS.,- 


I OFTEN MARVELLED AT THE WAY THE ANIMALS, 
Ee ia ae Maa 
ys NCE Sf /’ UN- 
WHY DOES SHE SPEND SO MUCH CANNY... THERE WERE TIMES WHEN SHE ACTLALLY 
TIME WITH ME? OR/S IT ME?77 SEEMED TO TALK TO THEM... a 
YOU MIGHT 


/ YOU HAVE A WAY CALL IT MUTUAL 
. WITH_ANIMALS, UNDERSTANDING! 
HAVEN'T You? 7 


WHEN I REACHED THE GIRL'S TENT, A_ STRANGE SIGHT 
2 , MET MY EYES / FELICIA WAS GOING THROUGH A WILD, 
AWND THIS NIGHT I COULD NOT SLEEP..SoME- | FRENZIED DANCE! HER BODY ROCKED AND GYRATED 
THING WAS TROUBLING ME...SOMETHING THAT IN VIOLENT, SFASMODIC MOVEMENTS,,, SHE SEEMED 
ELUDED MY CONSC/OUSNESS... LIKE ONE POSSESSED..- 


V I'VE. GOT To SEE 
FELICE! ONLY SHE 


Whe MAD DANCE ENDED ABRUPTLY, AND T TRIED To FOLLOW HER, BUT SHE WAS 700 QUICK / 
STEPPED BACK INTO THE SHADOWS AS SHE THAD AN AWFUL SUSPICION AND HEADED RIGHT 
EMERGED FROM HER TENT AND CROUCHING FOR THE MENAGERIE... 
LOW LIKE AN ANIMAL, SHE SLID PAST ME > 
AND DISAPPEARED AROUND THE SIDE.-- C T KNEW IT... THE 
pe PANTHE 
GONE 


wh 


g HE |S THE ONE, 
: SLEEKA! TEAR 
SUSPICIONS WERE 


\ HIM TO PIECES,,. 
VERIFIED { 4 NN KILL HIM 


Pa I 
il 


[WATCHED IN FASCINATION AND DISGUST AS 
FELICIA THREW HERSELF LIPON THE LIFE~ 


LESS BODY OF THE BEAST! = 


SLEEKA! NO? YOU MUST NOT DIE! DO 
NoT LEAVE, MY LOVE...MY ADORED. ONE! 


SUDDENLY SHE ROSE... SNARLING, SPITTING, GROW- | , SHE SPRANG AT MY THROAT, SLASHING vicousLy! 
LING LIKE A BEAST OF THE JUNGLE... IHAD NO CHOICE... - = . 


| 


NO... STAY 
NN, BACK! DONT 
MAKE ME 
KILL You ! 


tbh, AN INCREDIBLE THING HAPPENED! COULD 
SWEAR THAT FOR A MOMENT.AS I STARED DUMB- 
FOUNDED AT THE LIFELESS CURVES AND FLESH THAT 
THEY CHANGED,,.AND BECAME THE SLEEK GRACE- 
FUL FORM OF A BLACK PANTHER /// 


DEATH ...AND THEN SLUMPED INTO A HEAP BY 
THE BOOY OF THE PANTHER... 


SHE DID A CRAZY, TWISTING DANCE.,.A DANCE OF | 


MARK! HEAR IT? THE FIOOLE 1S PLAYING, FILLING THE NIGHT AIR WITH THE SOUND 
OF MENACE AND MUSIC! FROM SOMEWHERE OUT IN THE VOID 17 COMES, GAY AND 
EVIL, THE SOUND SECKONING US ALL TO TRAVEL THE ROAD TO DEATH AND 
DESTRUCTION! TIMELESS, TIRELESS, THE MUSIC SWELLS ANO FILLS OUR SOULS 
WITH TEMPTATION AND PASSION, FOR WE ARE LISTENING, EVEN WOW, TO THE 


LZ 


b THEN, OUT OF NOWHERE, 

Pen E Arrears! A Boning, | 

\ B SCRAPING FIGURE! TH" \ 
\\\ HAPPY VILLAGERS ARE 700 

\Y EXCITEO 70 NOTICE H/S FACE... 


ie 


This STORY WAS OLD WHEN THE WORLD WAS YOUNG, BUT \7 yes! WE BEG 
WE BEGIN A FEW CENTURIES AGO IN AN OLD WORLD [A ) YOU TO PLAY 
u 


Z VILLAGE WHICH SHALL GO UNNAMED... s! you 
baa MuSsT PLAY! 


DANCE, BUT WE HAVE No music! : 
DANCE! WE WE NEED A FIDDLER! 2 
MUST WHO WILL PLAY FOR. 


>| CELEBRATE us? gate A 4 
THE SPRING! = 


AT FIRST THE STRAINS ARE SOFT AND INVITING! THE 
MUSIC SWIRLS IN GAY ARABESQUES AND THE INNOCENT 
AND HAPPY PEOPLE DANCE 7O THEIR HEARTS CONTENT, 


V oance FOOLS. ENTOY Sf FASTER, FIDDLER, 
FASTER,’ WE MUST 
HAVE GAY 


(7 WHILE YOU CAN! /T- 
WON'T LAST LONG / 


fun 
tay aban \ 


~— 
HAt-LOOK AT THEM NOW! =F 
FIGHTING AMONG THEM- 
SELVES ALREADY! BUT 
THEY -- CHUCKLE --WANTED 
ME TO PLAY FOR THEM / 
THIS WILL LEAD TO MURDER 
iN UNLESS I MSS MY Yo 
GUESS,! HO-HO-HO,! 


YOU CHEATING MINX,! 
I'LL KILL YOU! I'LL 
TEACH YOU TO WINK 
AT OTHER MEN ./ 


WHERE THERE WAS 
FRIENDSHIP AND JOY 
BEFORE --NOW THERE 
b FURY AND BITTER HATRED! STONES AND 
STICKS, KNIVES AND GUNS, EVEN TEETH, ARE 
USED IN THE FIGHTING / NO ONE KNOWS WHY 


THEY FIGHT--THEY ONLY OBEY THE EVIL MUSICS 


SSUDDENLY THE TEMPO OF THE MUSIC CHANGES.’ SOME- 

THING EVIL AND CRUEL CREEPS INTO IT! AND WITH 
THE CHANGE IN THE MUSIC ALSO COMES A CHANGE" IN 
THE DANCERS... 


OH, STOP’ YOU'RE 


ae AHEAD, KILL ME IF YOU } SHUT YOUR MOUTH, 
DARE’ GO ON! BUT IF YOU BAGGAGE, AH,’ 

YOU DO YOU'LL HANG IT FEELS GOOD TO 
FOR IT/ OH, IF I HAVE MY HANDS 
WERE A Mane AROUND YOUR 


On AT LAST THE GREEN [6 COVERED WITH BLOODY 
| CORPSES AND THE SPECTRAL FIDDLER PUTS AWAY 
) | WIS WSTRUMENT AND PREPARES TO DEPART, HIS 
EVIL WORK WELL DONE... Ze : 


$0, YOU FooLs / YoU “““é 

WOULD LISTEN TO MY 

MUSIC / HEH-HEH,/ TOO 
BAD IT'S ALL OVER, BUT. 
THERE ARE PLENTY 
LIKE YOU IN THE 


BUT THE WORD TRAVELS AHEAD, AND WHEN THE FIDDLER 
REACHES THE NEXT VILLAGE HE FINDS THE PEOPLE 
ANG 


EARD WHAT HAPPENED WHEN YOU! ¥ 
FIDDLED IN THE OTHER VILLAGE! GET 
OUT! YOU ARE EVIL/ WE WILL 

STONE YOU y—= 

TO DEATH .! } 


As THE FIDDLER PLAYS A GRIM AND 
HORRIBLE TUNE... 
WE COME, 


YIII1--DEMONS!) OUR MASTER Al 
MONSTERS ; 

RIGHT OUT OF 

THIN AIR = 


FINALLY. 
THEY ARE ALL DEAD, 
MASTER / OUR TASK |S FINISHED! 
NOW |5 THERE ANY WORD YOU Z\ ARE DOING 
WISH US TO TAKE 30 WELL/ 
your 7 
MASTER & 


WE WILL TELL HIM, 
MASTER / HE WILL BE | HEE! HE 
PLEASED THAT YoU ** WILL 


REWARD 


5Q, YOU DOLTS/ YOU DON'T LIKE _} 
MY MUSIC! JUST FOR THAT I 
WILL PLAY YOU A VERY DIFFER- JN 


< ENT TUNE’ 
SHOW HIM NO 
MERcy! KILL HIM 


BEFORE HE CAN 
PLAY HIS EVIL 


FIDOLE / ol. 
yy 


ea 


— 
ae) 
ie 


GOOD MY LITTLE FIENDS! TEAR THEM 
TO BITS.’ RIP THE SKIN FROM THEIR 
BODIES, BREAK THEIR BONES’ CRUSH 
THEIR SKULLS AND YOU SHALL DINE 
WELL THEY WILL LEARN THAT IT 

I$ NOT WELL TO DEFY 
. THE FIDDLER .! £ 


HEE-HEE- 


FOR LONG,’ THERE WILL BE 
MUCH FOR US TO DO IN THE 
WORLD / HAH-HAH / WE WILL 
MAKE THEM 


NO REWARD | DAWCE 70 4 


EXCEPT A CHANCE 
TO BRING EVIL TO 


THE WORLD! 


fj 


SLEEK LITTLE FIDDLE BUT NOT 


yy 


SO THE CORRIDORS OF TIME MARCHED THE SINISTER (AGAIN THE SOFT MUSIC BEGINS AN EVIL 
FIGURE OF THE FIDDLER! WHEREVER THERE WAS DEATH LITTLE MELODY... 
AND DISASTER --THERE TOO WAS THE FIDDLER //T/5 NOW 
CENTURIES LATER., TALK PEACE, WILL YOU! 
THERE |S NO REASON NOT FOR LONG, 
HO! THEY SPEAK /\ WHY OUR COUNTRIES "YOU WON'T.’ NOT 
OF PEACE! WE *\ SHOULD FIGHT./ A 


I'LL GIVE YOU AND YOUR STINKING LITTLE 
COUNTRIES A WAR 5LICH AS YOU NEVER 
DREAMED OF/ I'LL RULE 
THE WHOLE WORLD, IT'S 

MY COUNTRY / y>_YOU WAR! 

1 DEFY YOU! 


\euZz : AV 1 AN 
AND THE FIDDLER LAUGHS WITH EVIL MIRTH AS THE 


WORLD EXPLODES INTO GHASTLY SMOKE AND 
FLAME., 


HO-HO-HO,/, ‘ZZ RULE \\// THE FIDDLER RULES TRIUMPHANT! LIKE A BLOOD - 
Hie WORLO MNS FOOLS! jf THIRSTY VULTURE HE ROOSTS ATOP A SMASHED 
4 RULE THE G AND BLEEDING WORLD... — 


HEE-HEE-HA- 
HA-HO-HO-HO! 
IPLAY AND THE @ 
FOOLS DANCE TO |_ 


j THEIR DEATHS ./ 


i 
CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 


- . oa 


with thisha 


7 Just imagine how 


: woe “&cared your friends 
a will be when you flip out 

the light and they start 

hearing creepy sounds 


at ro 


unted house sound effects record. 


glass breaking, hideous laughter, terrible 
shrieks and screams, eerie moaning and 
then more footsteps, more screams... 
Each person in the room will think that 
he is going to be the next victim. 


B”” like the howl of a wolf, a 
creaking door, chains rattling, 

and then a man’s voice telling them 

that the house is haunted and they are 
to die—one by one. They'll be scared stiff 
when they hear footsteps coming across 
the floor, the sound of people fighting, 


This 7 inch long playing 333 RPM spe- 
cial haunted house sound effects record 
can be yours for; 


ais gee 
ob Gf O@ 


Satisfaction Gu: 


+25¢ for postage 
and handling 


Be the first in your 
neighborhood to get this 
record and invite your 
friends over for a Haunting! 


THE GAYLE HOUSE 
| PO. Box 312, Flu 
| Please Print) 
DON'T DELAY | Name 
USE THIS RUSH COUPON 


TO ORDER TODAY! 


Side 1: The Haunting. 
Side 2: Assorted creepy 
sounds to be played 
when the lights are out! 

This record creates a real atmosphere of terror with 

sounds that can almost be seen! 


| street 


City 


| state 


; N.Y. State residents please include 6¢ in addition to the $1.25 


DISCOVER THE HIDDEN SECRETS OF NATURE’S 
MOST EXOTIC AND MYSTERIOUS HOUSE PLANT! 


ie VENUS FLY TRAP 


@ See how it lures, traps, eats and digests insects 
up to 20 times it’s size. 


@Learn how you can actually train it with a 
pencil to perform only for you. 


@ Feed it raw hamburger from your hand. 
@ Experiment with it at home or school. 


The Venus Fly Trap will grow easily In your home. 

It blooms into a bright green leafed plant with pink 

and white flowers, in oniy 3-4 weeks 

and produces 6-12 traps per gg BOSS ORB 

plant. Each pack comes ™ Mirobar Sales Corp. 

with soll, bulbs and a com- m Dept. CH-N jUsiLLEr 204 

plete instruction booklet, @ reel 

filled with fascinating facts News OTR NIK, 10022 

and hints. Mail in this bulbs and instruction bookiet at once. 

Coupon today and start @ ig z.putb pack — $1.00 + 35¢ postage and handling 
Venus Fly Trap garden of m K — $2.00 + 25¢ postage and handling 
your own. You'll be De- g 

lighted! a 


> 


ae 


Please send my Venus Fly Trap including soll, 


2-Plant Pack—$1.35 Address 


4-Plant Pack—$2.25 

Mirobar Sales Corp. Dept. CH-11 
120 East 56th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


hse 


Peete cae 


y 
oS 


city 
New York 


ee 
ee ee 


MORE TIME PASSED AND THE WORLD WAS REBUILT AFTER 


NOT AS EXCITING OR AS 
SATISFYING AS TEARING 


A PASHION--THE CORPSES BURIED AND THE PEACE PATCHED 
DOWN THE WORLD, BUT IT 


UP./ BUT THE FIDDLER WAS NOT DISMAYED--HE FOUND 


PLENTY OF WORK TO DO.., 
~ 


THAT'S IT, MY 
MAN / STRANGL! 
HER / 


HEE-HEE-HO! HE WAS 
INNOCENT, OF COURSE, BUT 
MY MUSIC CEAFENED THEM 
7o WIS PLEAS! THEY-- 

CHUCKLE-- WOULDN'T } 

EVEN LISTEN / yy 


pee TIME THE DEMONS COME W/THOUT 


BEING SUMMONED. 


KEEPS ME BUSY! AND THE 
DAY WILL COME AGAIN WHEN 
I CAN DESTROY EVERYTHING! 
IN THE MEANTIME 
THEY BURN IN THE 

FIRE MY MUSIC 


GAAA--WHAT5 WRONG 
WITH MES IM SIcK/ MY 
INSIDES MELTING AWAY / 
$O WEAK / I CAN'T 
PLAY ANYMORE! 
1 CAN'T PLAYS 


WORLD THERE 


18 THE HOLLOW ECHO OF SOFT 
AND INCREDIBLY EVIL LAUGHTER! 


I NEED A NEW 
FIDDLER, IT SEEMS! 
AND I WON'T HAVE 
MUCH TROUBLE FIND- 

ING ONE! DO YOU 
WANT THE JOB 2 
OR ety OR 


